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" George! George!" cried the Queen, standing as if nailed to her place.
But George had already ridden away at full speed, and, as he was mounted on a superb horse, he traversed the intervening space with the rapidity of lightning and reached the narrow pass before his adversaries. There he stopped, placed his lance in rest, and coolly awaited the onset, one man against five.
The Queen could not make up her mind to fly, but remained, as if turned to stone, on the same spot, with her eyes fixed on the combat which was taking place within five hundred yards of her. Suddenly she noticed that one of George's opponents bore in the centre of his shield a bleeding heart, which was the Douglas crest.
" Douglas against Douglas ; brother against brother!" she murmured; " it needed but this."
" Madame! Madame!" cried the soldiers of her escort, " there is not an instant to lose; the young Lord of Douglas cannot long hold head alone against five; let us fly!"
Two of them seized the Queen's rein on either side and set off at a gallop, just as George, after striking down two of his adversaries and wounding a third, was himself laid in the dust, with his heart pierced by a lance-head.
The Queen groaned aloud when she saw him fall; then, as if he alone had detained her and she took no further interest in anything now that he was slain, she gave Eosabelle the rein, and, as she and her escort were all splendidly mounted, the battlefield was soon left far behind.
She rode sixty miles without rest, and without ceasing to weep and sigh. After riding through Renfrewshire and Ayrshire, she reached the. Abbey of Dundrennan,